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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE WIND, THE RASCAL 

The wind, the rascal, knocked at my door, and I said: 

My love is come! 
But oh, wind, what a knave thou art 
To make sport of me when the days of my heart 

Are drearisome, 

And wearisome. 

THE MOTHER OF SONS 

This is the last of all, then, this is the last! 

I must fold my hands, and turn my face to the fire, 

And watch my dead days fusing into dross, 

Shape after shape, and scene after scene, from the past 

Sinking to one dead mass in the dying fire, 

Leaving the grey ash cold and heavy with loss. 

Strange he is to me, my son, whom I waited like a lover; 
Strange as a captive held in a foreign country, haunting 
The shore and gazing out on the level sea; 
White, and gaunt, with wistful eyes that hover 
Always upon the distance, as his soul were chaunting 
The dreary weird of departure away from me. 

Like a young bird blown from out of the frozen seas, 
Like a bird from the far north blown with a broken wing 
Into our sooty garden, he drags and beats 
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